GERMAN   AMERICANS
where an old woman and a younger one with black
shawls wound round their heads like European peasants
were raking last year's leaves. They were the wife and
daughter of the family. They said in German that the
O	f	f
master was in the lot behind the barn—and went on
raking leaves. \Ve went to the barn, and the master
stood behind the fence beside a pigsty and looked at
us. The pastor's son, thinking himself unrecognized,
explained who he was. The man said, " ]a, I know/*
The pastor's son then introduced me, explaining that I
was a friend who was going to write about the Germans
in America. The man did not speak or move a muscle,
He stood there, heavy in the bright sunshine, with
bright blue eyes too closely set together in his heavy
face, and stared so hard at me that I was compelled
to stare back, and was unable to smile. There was a
tenseness and hostility that left me dumb and bewil-
dered. I finally tried to explain my simple and friendly
purpose. I said that his pastor would be much obliged
if he would let us see his farm and invite us in to talk
a little. He said simply, " I vill not." And then, as the
pastor's son, blushing and embarrassed, said, " But, Mr
Sandfort. . ." the man said, ** I haf no time for such."
He did not move away. He stood planted there, star-
ing. It was we who turned and walked back to our car
and drove away, while he still stood there motionless
in the sunlight.
The pastor's son said, " I am sorry; they do not like
strangers."
I said, " But haven't you and your father some inti-
mate friends in the congregation where I should be
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